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nines to the Andes" is one of unexcelled imaginative beauty, it gives little or no details of the country beyond the setting sun, of its people, its institutions, its life in general. Moreover, that story deals with South America rather than North America.
Now that is one point of interest in the picture I had of America in my childhood ;/to me there was no distinction between North and South America, j There was but one America. I had read something" of Boston and New York, but the words brought only a vague and indefinite idea to my mind. Even Montevideo and Buenos Ay res, of which I had heard much, were far from definite and concrete realities. Two things alone I seemed able to picture; the vast stretches of virgin lands and the great, winding rivers. I had read something* of the Indians, who were very much like the cannibals of my childhood stories. The uncle to whom I have already referred would often recount stories of his voyages to America, but these presented vague pictures and were invariably connected with thrilling experiences with pirates which he had had off the coast of that continent. Such persons as had emigrated from Molfetta had usually gone to South America, and when they returned, they told stories of the money they had made rather than giving descriptions of the country and its people. I remember only one person whom I ever heard say anythingf Italian schools, I had read the
